


Lies all within, and theft cxternall Winners 
Of lamsnw are mcerely fliadowes to the vnfeene, 
Griefethat fwells with filcnce in the tortured foule : 
And I thanke thee Kingthat not onely giueft 
Mecaufeto waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: Ilebeggeoneboone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more, 

Bull, Name it faire Coofin. 

Rich. Faire Cooft, why? I am greater then aKing; 


£nte>‘ Qufene, reith her Attendants, 

•eutcem T his way the King will come, this is the way 
>h created Tower, ' 

Xowhofe flint bofome my condemned Lord 
Is dootndeaPrifoner by proud Bullwgbrooke. 

-lecre let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
daue any refting for her trueKings Qneeuc,' 

Enter Richard, 

Butfoft, but fee, or father, do hot fee 


For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubiei My faire Rofe wither : yet lookeyp, behold 
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Being now afubieCt, I haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer ; being f® great, I hape no need to beg, 
Bui, Yet ask e. 

Rich, Andflialilhaueit? 

Bui. You fhall. 

Rich. Whythengiuemcleauetogoe. 

Bui. Whither ? _ r , 

Riel WHither you will, fol were from yourfights. 
Bui. Goe fome of you conuay him to the tower, 
Rich. O good conuay.conuayers are you all, 
That rift thus nimbly by a true Kings tall. 

Bui. On Wadnefday next we folemnely fetdowne, 
Our Coronation 5 Lords prepare yourlelues. 

Exeunt. Manet Weft. C * rletll ' AH . me \< A ;, 
'Abb* A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld, 
Car . T he woe’s t© come $ the children yet vnbom 
Shall feele this day as fliarpe to them as thorne. 

<Aum. YouholyClergieme n ,.stherenoplot, 

Toridthe Realme ofthis pernitiousblot? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heercin, 
You lhall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalfo to ettett 
What euerl fliaUhappentcdeuile: 

I fee your browes are tull of ares . 

Your heart of forrow, and your e es of teat 
Come home with me to fupper, lie lay » P 
Shall fhew vs all a merry day. 


That you in pittiemay diifolue to deaw. 

And wadi himfrefh againewichtrue loue teares. 

Ah thou the modelfwhere old Troy did (land ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toosibei 
And notKing Richard-, thou moil beauteous Inne, 

Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft ? 

Rich. Ioynenotwithgriefe,fairewoman,4onotfb a . 

To make my end too Hidden, learne good foule, 

To thinke our former ftate a happy dreamej 
From which awakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I am fworne (brother fweefe)- 
To grimme Neceflitie,and he and I 
Will keepe aleague till death. Hie thee to France r 
And cloy fter thee -in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liues miift winne a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe* 

Queene, What is my Richardboth in fliape and mind* 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bullingbrooke 
Depofd thine intellect f hath he been in thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing clfe, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd; andwtltthou Pupihlike 
Take thy correction, mildly kitfe the rodde. 

And fawne on Rage with bace humilitie. 

Which art aLyon^and a King of beads? 
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